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Whyles owre a linn tlie burnie plays,.

As thro* the glen it wimpl't;
Whyles round a rocky scar it strays:;

Whyles in a wiel it .dimpl't;
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays?

Wi* bickering, dancing dazzle;
Whyles cookit underneath the braes9

Below the spreading hazle.

Unseen that night

XXVI.

Amang the brachens, on the brae.

Between her an' the moon,
The deilj or else an outler quey,

Gat up an1 gae a croon:
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool;

Near lav* rock height she jumpit.
But mist a fit, an* in tlitpool

Out-owre the Jugs she plumpit,

Wi' a plunge that night.

XXV1L

lands meet/ and dip your left shirt sleeve. Go to bed in
sight of a fire, and hang your wet sleeve before it to dry*
Lie awake; and, some time near midnight, an apparition^
having the exact figure of the grand object in question^
will come and turn the sleeve, as if to dry the other side
of it.